zigzag paths,, which look almost like lines sharply
cut in the volcanic soil with an instrument. In the
distance, away to the right, the defile opens out into
the plain of Krissa, at the edge of which lies a section
of sea, like a huge uncut turquoise lying in a cup of
the land. Beyond are ranges of beautiful, delicate
mountains.

The rums of Delphi lie above the highroad to the
left of it, between Kastri and the Castalian fountain,
unshaded, in a naked confusion, but free from mod-
ern houses and in a fine loneliness. Once, and not
very long ago, the village of Kastri stood close to the
ruins, and some of it actually above them. But when
excavations were undertaken seriously, all the houses
were pulled down, and set up again where they stand
to-day. Like the ruins at Eleusis and Olympia, the
remains at Delphi are fragmentary. The ancient
Hellenes believed that the center of the earth was at
a certain spot within the Temple of Apollo at Del-
phi, where the eagles of Zeus, flying from the two
ends of the earth, had met. The foundations, and
some portions of the walls of this celebrated shrine,
in which two golden eagles stood, may be visited,
but very little of it remains. On the foundation has
been set up a large Roman column, upon which once
stood a statue. The fallen blocks of Doric columns
are gigantic, and from them it is possible to gain
some faint idea of the temple's immense size and